THE   MAN   HITLER

What does he know of life?

Roses covered with dew; a calf frisking on uncertain
legs; a child's mischievous laughter; the love of a
woman; the sight of a field of golden corn rippling in
the sunlight; the sadness of one of Verlaine's November
days; the silence of snow-covered forests and frost-
gripped streams; the sound of bells calling the faithful
to prayer; to all these gifts of the Creator he is blind
and deaf.

Woe to a people without morality, a world without
love, an age without God.

But since Hitler had a mission, since he was not just
a man but an instrument of history, could he have been
different? Did he not have to have the face of Lucifer,
the tongue with which Mephistopheles spoke in order
to seduce Faust? Goethe's Mephistopheles only said
what Faust felt, thought, wanted, just as Hitler only
says what the German people feel, think, want.

But there were two men in Faust, and Mephisto-
pheles made himself the spokesman only of his base
instincts and brutal desires, just as Hitler is the mouth-
piece of a violent Germany dominated by negation
and the destructive principle.

All men and all nations are composite of vice and
virtue. Faust freed himself from Mephistopheles.
Germany will free herself from Hitler.